TheTrttgcdk of 

On paincto’be found falfe and recreant, 

Both to defend himfelfe, andtoapprotic 
Henry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby, 

To God, his Soucraigne,andto him difloyali, 
Couragioufly, and with a free delire. 

Attending but thcfignallto begin. 

Mar, Sound Trumpets, and fetfoorth Combatants: 
Stay, the King hath throwne his warder downe. 

King, Letthem lay by their Helmets, & their Spcares, 
And bothreturne backc to their C'-'aires againe : 
Withdraw with vs, andlet the T r 'impets found, 

While we returne thefe Dukes w I5at wc decree. 

Draw neere and lift. 

What with our Counfell we hauc done. 

For that our kingdomes earth Ihould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hathbeenefoftered: 

And for our cics do hate the dire afpeft 

Ofciuill wounds plougbd vp with neighbours fword ; 

And for we thinke the Eagle-winged pride, 

Of skic-afpiring and ambitious thoughts 
With riual-hating Enuiefet on you, 

To wake our peace, which in our Countries cradle 
Drawes the fvvect infant breath of gentle fleepe. 

Which fo rouzd vp with boyftrous vntundedrummes, 
Withharfh refounding trumpets dreadfullbray, 

And grating (Tiocke of wrathfull yron armes. 

Might from our quiet confines fright faire peace, 
Andmake vs wade euen in our kindreds blood : 
Therefore we banifli you our territories. 

You Coofin Herford, vpon painc of life. 

Till twice fiue Summers haue enricht our field. 

Shall not regreete our faire Dominions, 

But tread the ftrangerpathes of banifiiment. 

Bui . Yourwillbedone; this muft my comfort be. 
That Sun that warmes you hecre, fiiall fhine on me, 

And thofe his golden beanies vnto you heere lent. 

Shall point on me, and guild my banifiiment. 

Km, Norfolke, for thee remaines a heauier doome, 
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Richard the Second, 

Which 1 with fome vnvvillingnelfe pronounce, 

The flie flow howres (hall not determinate 
The datelelTc limit of thy deare exile 
The hopelelfe word of neuer to returne. 

Breath 1 againft thee, vpon paine of life. 

A heauie lentence, my mod foueraigne Liege, 
And all vnlookt for from your highneflfc mouth,. 

A dearer merit, not fo deepe a mayme. 

As to be call foorth in the common ayre, 

Haue I deferued atyourHighneflTe hands: 

The language I haue learnd thefe fortie yeares. 

My natiucEnglifti now J muft forgoe, 

And now my tongues vfe is to me no more 
Than an vnftringed violl or aharpe,, 

Or like acunninginftrumentcafde vp. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmonies 

Within my mouth you haue ingayldmy tongue. 

Doubly percullift with my teeth andlippes, 

And dull vufeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my layler to attend on me : 

I am too old to fawnc vppon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a Pupill now< 

What is thy fentcnce butfpeachleire death j. 

Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiue breathl- 
King, 1 1 bootes thee not to be compaflionatc,. 

After ourfentence, playning comes too late. 

Mow. Then thus I tume me from my countries light* 
To dwell in folemne fhades of cndlefle night. 

King. Returne againc. and take an oath with thee,. 

Lay on our Royall Sword your banifht hands. 

Swcare by the dutie thaty’oweto God, 

(Our part therein we banifli with your felUes) 

To keepc the oath that we adminifter : 

You neuer fhail,fo hclpe you truth and God,, 

Embrace each others loue in banilhment. 

Nor neuer lookc vpon each others face,. 

Nor neuer writcj regreete, nor reconcile 
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